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THE GOLDEN GATE IS OPEN. WELCOME! 













Billy Sunday read 


“Saleratus Smith,” by 
Ceylon Hollingsworth, 
then wrote: 


“I came home last night from the 
Tabernacle dripping wet from per- 
spiration, plunged into a bath, took 
a rub down-—then read the proof 
sheets of that intensely interesting 
story of ‘Saleratus Smith,’ the bad 


nigger who got religion. 


“The story is full of human 
interest, not overdrawn; for I have 
known many incidents similar to 
‘Saleratus Smith’s’ experience. It 


surely has the punch. 


“I am not surprised that it brought 
home the bacon of $1,000 to the 
author. 


“Yours truly, 
(Signed) “William A. Sunday.” 


This fine American story won the 
second prize in Collier's $9,500 
short-story contest. Read it in 
this week’s issue of 


Colliers 
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“Another type of Busy Bertha using Smokeless Pow- 
der” is effectively portrayed by Brill in conformity 
with the President's neutrality regulations, and also in 
three colors, on the front cover of next week's JUDGE 























Teper 


















ia? t 
er, 


























Pee 


‘ 
8r . 4 
Rs - 
f Lene 7" 
< Oy q* : 
2 De - 
hy. 


K\ 
\ 
\ 
a 
— 
Te: 
—~s 






PUEBLO 

INDIAN Ss 
VING 

Snaxe Dancé 













Mud =. ~ — a ENTIRE 
zs ¥: POPULATION OF 
oe nae RHODE ISLAND 
Waite TRASH) 

WHITE TRASH! | FLORIDG 
Werte TRASH! | CRACKERS 
a PASSING THROUGH 


VICKS BURG 
ow , 





































CIRCUS . 
AacRoBaTs 

HUMAN a 
BRIDGE ~ 













FriscoiTres “"" 
MEET ME IN 


ST. LOO-€-€ x 
Loo~ £ -£ 
— Zz 
he 
¥. 
DEUS 


























Rov ON LOOKOUT 


MESSENGER 
FOR INDIANS 













~ Gh POODLES 
‘i oan 


v 





ME mpHts 








IT’S A LONG WAY TO SAN 





FRANCISCO, ITS A LONG, LONG WAY TO GO! 





E D I 


The Esthetics of Motion 
ANCING time ago took on the 
features of a madness. There were 
some persons who predicted that the visita 
tion was temporary, but as 
most of these persons also 
are now dancing, it may be 


some 


a xy called a permanent human 
\ habit. 

A visit to any one of 

: | some hundreds—perhaps 


some thousands—of places 


Pr 
i 
/ where dancing goes on stead- 
J ily in New York, or to any 
one of a lesser number of places in other 
cities that respond to the amusements of the 
metropolis, will show that while the old 
seem to regain youth and the halt recover 
agility at the exercise, there still are 
extremes of dancing that cause in the cas- 
ual and unparticipating onlooker—if such 
an atrophied person there be—something 
akin to shock. But it is all in getting used 
to it. 

Yet there are admirable results of this 
eccentricity of motion not confined to the 
aged and the lame. The woman director of 
a great woman’s college in New York be- 
lieves that woman should co-ordinate danc- 
ing with everything she does in life. She 
should dance even when she is sewing or 
knitting. 

‘*In dancing,’’ she says, 
lungs, the organs do not crowd each other, 
the spine is not humped, and physical dis- 
comfort is minimized. We aim through 
dancing to develop a great deal more ina 
girl than muscle. Our athletics train in 
history, imagination and sense of line and 
color harmonies. The right kinds of dances 
stimulate the imagination as well as the 


**air reaches the 


blood.’’ 


Who can doubt this? It may be true 








T O R I 


especially, perhaps, im this woman’s col- 
lege, because the young women dance with 
each other. And with such esthetic train- 
ing it follows that it should continue to be 
true when later or incidentally the young 
women find young men for partners. 


Girls’ Oaths 

eee truly change with the times. 

It was reported the other day that 
President Thwing, of Western Reserve Uni- 
versity—an institution founded on strong 
religious principles and presumably still 
conducted with reference to such princi- 
ples—had under certain conditions ap- 
proved the use by girl students of the word 
“*damn.”’ 

Let no one criticise President Thwing un- 
til the premises are fully understood. He 
was addressing the freshman class of the 
university in the Bible room, according to 
the report, when he asked the girls, ‘‘Do 
you swear?’’ 

This query seems to have been unquali- 
fied and called for a candid answer. The 
girls owned up to using certain expletives 
which they considered as mild oaths. 
Among these were ‘‘Oh, pickles!’’ ‘‘The 
dickens!’’ ‘‘Rats!’’ ‘‘Fudge!’’ and ‘‘The 
deuce !"’ 

President Thwing was not shocked appar- 
ently by these expressions, for he is reported 
to have said that he thought it propér even 
for girls to swear in certain circumstances. 
‘*I think it is all right to even say ‘damn.’ 
If some man did something terrible to 
you, and you said, ‘Damn that man!’ it 
would be all right, for that man should be 
damned !”’ 

And who could reasonably object to this? 
Surely the mild oaths confessed by the girls 
would in such a case be utterly irrelevant 
and ineffective. 


Social Heresy 

T IS error, it would seem, to assume that 

some persons who benefit from fads 

which are so exercised that they come to 

resemble habits are always in favor of the 
aberrations. 

Who would have thought that there are 

any hotel keepers in whom objection to 
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dancing might be so rampant that speech 
alone could give them relief? 

At the recent annual dinner of the Hotel 
Association of New York, Thomas D. Green, 
president of the association, threw a bomb 
into the press, if his words did not havea 
like effect upon his associates. 

‘*I look forward 
to the time,’’ said 
Mr. Green, ‘‘when 
we will return to 
the legitimate and 
dignified manner 
of hotel keeping— 
the time when we will no longer be expected 
to compete with vaudeville theaters in order 
to sell a highball—to the time when we can 
serve our foodstuffs free from the dust of 
a dancing floor—to the time when the qual- 
ity of our food and the excellence of our 
service will be the magnet which attracts, 
and not the size of our ragtime orchestra or 
the condition of our dancing floor.’’ 

What social heresy is this? And what 
would happen to the hostelry in a metrop- 
olis that gave less attention to its extrinsic 
features called ‘‘amusement’’ than to its 
catering for those who might be hungry and 
those who would like a quiet night’s rest? 





Brief Decisions 
+ dieoag of agreeing with the gas-meter 
man, the very next hardest thing is 
to get the oleander to associate with the 
hall tree in a moving van. 


Many people are charitably inclined, but 
never let their inclinations run away with 
them. 


It is very seldom that the young mother 
of this generation selects a cradle for its 
wearing qualities. 








*WOULDN’T IT JAR YOU?’”’ 
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HE SHATTERED hulk of a _ whale, 
wrecked beyond repair by a bombard- 
ment of three-inch shells, was cast up by 
the sea the other day upon the Dutch coast. 
““Obviously,’’ comments a dispatch, ‘‘it had 
been mistaken for a submarine.’’ 

So far as anybody knows, it was a neutral 
whale, carrying nothing in its hold but oil 
and little fishes and a small consignment of 
ambergris. Its only armor was a sheathing 
of fat, and in the way of defensive equip- 
ment it wasn’t even supplied with so much 
as a charge of tooth powder. Nothing was 
found in the pilot house but a quantity of 
bone. 

Every true lover of the square deal will 
class this bombardment as a proven atroc- 
ity. Never in its history has the whale 
done anything but tend to its own business 
and keep the peace. Only once in a long 
and honorable service on the high seas has 
the Cetus fleet been accused of partisanship. 
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“SURELY THIS IS THE PLACE!” 


A W H A L 


In the celebrated case of Noah—no, not 
Noah; Jonah—a whale rushed to the rescue 
of a violated citizen. But from purely hu- 
manitarian, unselfish motives! The whale 
volunteered its services as a transport, but 
took no part in the controversy. 

As you know, the whale always has been 
persecuted and marked for destruction. The 
present war, unless it is soon terminated, 
will send him on his way to join the dodo 
and the dinosaur. On the pretext that 
blackish craft spouting water through blow 
holes may be in reality torpedo boats or 
transports—Trojan horses of the sea—the 
warring nations may lawfully shatter every 
fat fish in the North Atlantic. 

How critical the situation has become is 
seen by the fact that 1915 already has wit- 
nessed the suspension of the Whalemen’s 
Shipping List, which had endured as a trade 
paper for seventy-two years, but now has 
been forced to discontinue: ‘‘It is no longer 
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feasible to maintain a periodical devoted to 
the interests of whaling.’’ 

Along with this comes the announcement 
that New Bedford, Mass., once a great cen- 
ter of the thriving industry of whaling, is 
about to symbolize changed times by open- 
ing a whaling museum. 

An agitation in the press saved the buffalo 
from extinction. The time is ripe to do as 
much for the persecuted whale. No other 
fish can lay a better claim to our affection, 
for no other has so big a heart. Let some 
reputable publication, which hasn’t much 
else to occupy its attention, become the offi- 
cial organ of the ‘‘Save a Whale’’ move- 
ment. Get some little fish that can talk 
like a whale to write the advertisements, 
and we’ll raise a whale of a big subscrip- 
tion list. Let America cinch the credit of 
being the first to establish a whale preserve. 
Hark to the slogan and ‘‘Save a Whale!”’ 

—Charles Phelps Cushing. 























Mars—And these are modern implements of war! 

















—— is a lack of perseverance on the part of the hair. 
Man is born in adversity, grows up in trouble, survives colic, 

teething, admiring neighbors and safety pins in his infancy, en- 
dures education and football, bears up under matrimony, is afflicted 
by politics, big business, train wrecks, collar buttons, twins, tooth- 
ache, lunch-counter pie, November, Christmas, rheumatism, after- 
dinner oratory and bills. Yet at seventy he is hale and hearty, 
while his hair, which loafed out on the job two years late and has 
had nothing to do but enjoy a free ride through life, has become 
discouraged and has silently withdrawn years before. 

Sticktoitiveness is a great virtue in all cases, but never more 
so than in the case of hair. When a man has hung on in this 
severe and exhausting life for seventy years, accompanied by his 
faithful and unterrified hair, he is justified in speaking of the lat- 
ter in terms of the warmest admiration, even if it is tomato-colored. 

When a man’s hair quits the job, his smooth and well-polished 
dome of intelligence rises more or less grandly above the ruins, 
thus enabling the public to discuss his cranial architecture. Noth- 
ing is more impressive than a broad and massive intellect case 
sweeping grandly backward from the eyes to the rear collar button. 
John Quincy Adams was twice as imposing with his flushed and 
defiant two-acre forehead as he would have been with a crop of 
sorrel hair, worn pompadour. Our own 


ness is not painful and is even ornamental when the hair retreats 
in an orderly manner from the front, instead of sneaking out from 
behind a derby hat. However, the hair should be unanimous when 
it leaves. It is hard to admire thirty-six faithful hairs carefully 
parted in the middle of an oasis of forehead. 

Women very seldom become bald. This is presumably because 
they wear long hair and brush it for one hour and three-quarters 
each day. Any man may save his hair by treating it in this way. 
But outside of Buffalo Bill, who wears his long for revenue only, 
man has inflexibly chosen the lesser evil. 


True to His Profession 
Physician—I’m sorry, sir, but we can’t quite be sure as to 
what is wrong with your arterial system unless we put you under 
the X-ray machine. 
Publisher—That’s all right. 
culation. 


I never made any secret of my cir- 


Dealing in Futures 
“‘T’ve named you as my literary executor.”’ 
‘*Why, you’ve never been able to sell any of your writings!’’ 
‘‘I know; but posthumous works are always in demand.”’ 





William J. Bryan’s forehead, rising mag- 
nificently into the zenith like the white 
summit of Chimborazo, is eloquent even 
when his throat is temporarily closed for 
repairs. But sometimes the hair retreats } 
from a head which is knobby in the 
wrong place and is no more impressive 
undraped than an ostrich egg, little end 
up. In this case a man may be pardoned 
for speaking bitterly of his late hair and 
cursing its chicken-heartedness in re- 
treating in mid-battle. 

Baldness is treated lightly by those 
who have copper-fastened hair, clinched 
on the inside, and the baldheaded man 
has to endure a great many jokes from 



































the public. He also has to accept un- ‘ et\\— { 
limited sympathy from his barber. It is NN, — A ) Pe 
hard to tell which is the more painful. f f 4 
Elijah was the only baldheaded man J | | 
who ever got even with his scoffers. If Pa f ! . 
a baldheaded man ever becomes dicta- ea, | : ef 
tor of the world, he will find it difficult \ si “ete 
to refrain from locking up bears, hu- ON 
morists and barbers in the same cage. 
Several thousand cures for baldness 
have been invented, but only one relief AT PALM BEACH 


iseffective. Thisisresignation. Bald- 


Cynthia—These bathing suits make people look shorter, don’t they ? 


Tom—And people look longer, too! 

















A Dramatic Difference 
ss, qgrenemn what is the difference be 
tween a ham actor and a bum 
actor?"’ 

The careful mother gave the child's ques 
tion a moment's profound consideration be 
fore replying 

**Well, my son,’’ she said slowly, so that 
the youthful mind would get the full com 
prehension and be able to discriminate thor 
oughly through all future bum 
actor would indignantly resent being called 
ham actor would 
he was called a bum 


time, ‘‘a 


a ham actor, but a not 
care at all how much 


actor if he could still draw his salary.”’ 


His dog—There ! 


Dodging an Argument 
Crawford—How do you get your 
wife to believe what you say when 
you come home late? 
first listen to what 
she accuses me of doing, and then 


Crabshaw—l 


I own up to it. 


Musical Note 


fellow,’"’ the 
Answers to Correspondents editor, 
musical 
instrument produces foot notes.’’ 
**Tell horn,’’ sug- 


gested the sporting editor. 


‘*Here’s a said 
‘*‘who wants to know what 


him a shoe 





Thank goodness, we'll go home now. 





*‘No”’ figure. 


A “‘ swell ’’ figure. 
MISNOMERS 


The Quaint Cow 
SSOCIATION of ideas brings some 
notions 

That tickle up our risibles with very funny motions. 

For instance, ‘tis a fact to which there can be no 
objection: 

A Jersey cow don't use cold cream to freshen her 
complexion. 


eccentric 


Near Thoughts 


The Chautauqua is an educational institution. 
Even if the patrons learn no more than how to spell 
and pronounce it, it will not have been in vain. 

The way to tell whether a distant object in the 
North Carolina mountains is a stump or a native— 
watch it. If it moves, it’s a stump. 


Literary Note 
Longfellow had just written ‘* Excelsior.’’ 
“If I want to wait,’’ he mused, ‘‘I might get a 
big price for this as breakfast-food poetry.’’ 
Heaving a sigh, he mailed the manuscript to his 
publishers. 


An Appeal 


Woodman, that tree! Touch not a single 
bough! 

You're doing very ill, and I will show you how: 

If you should cut it down, as seems now your intent, 


It may be ground to pulp for a comic supplement. 


Out of Date 


announced the personal 


spare 


‘*This ancient castle,’’ 
conductor, ‘‘ was once the seat of the Norman kings.”’ 
‘*Is it possible?’’ exclaimed Mrs. A. Partment 


House. ‘‘Why, it doesn’t even look sanitary !’’ 
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PREPARING 


A Seng of Shopping 


H, GLAD am I with her to go 
Where apple blooms are dropping 
And merry birds are hopping on the lea! 
But it produces vertigo 
When she proposes shopping. 
No shopping with my little love for me! 


She lingers over fussy things, 
All satiny and silky-like; 
I really think she’d haggle half a day. 
She leaves a heap of mussy things, 
All mercerized and milky-like, 
And spends an hour to purchase ap- 
plique! 


She loiters over hosiery 
In manner that is shocking; 
It doesn’t seem to bother her a bit. 
It shatters my composure-y 
To see so much of stocking; 
I feel as though I’m like to throw a fit! 


She dotes on haberdashery ; 
She wants to buy me all of it. 
At last she gets a flaming necktie—one! 
She takes me to a hashery 
(Alas, the awful pall of it!) 
And lunches me on cocoa and a bun! 


Oh, glad am I with her to go 
Where apple blooms are dropping 
And merry birds are hopping on the lea! 
But it produces vertigo 
When she proposes shopping. 
No shopping with my little love for me! 


—Clinton Scollard. 
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“Oh, Jimmie, I hope they don’t chase us away 
from the lobby.” 


PAUL 6OUL8 Dew 


FOR THE MINISTRY 


Cause and Effect 

A bibulous-looking party 
entered a hat store one 
morning about nine o’clock. 
The hat he wore bore signs 
of wear and tear. 

‘‘T want to buy a hat,’’ 
he said to the affable clerk. 
“*I don’t like the looks of 
this one.’’ 

“Yes, sir. What size, 
please?’’ ; 

‘“‘Um—er’’ he hesitated, 
**Blamed if I remember. 
About eight and a quarter, 
I guess.’’ 

The clerk surveyed him 
for a moment commiserat- 
ingly. 

‘IT beg your pardon,’’ he 
said very kindly, ‘‘but we 
haven’t that sjze. Don’t yau 
think you’d better come 
around later in the day?’’ 


Poetry 

Some poetry is inspired, 
and some is perspired. 

Scarlet poetry is always 
read. 

Poetic feet have no soles. 

Poetry is soundless music. 

Love poems are written in 
meet her by moonlight. 

Burning pcetry is not 
always written by a versifier. 

Poetry is the centipede of 
literature. 

Precious poetry is put up 
in small packages. 

—William J. Lampton. 


All in the Game 


Jinks—Throwing out hints 
won’t make a great pitcher 
of a man. 

Jenks—No more than rap- 
ping out oaths will increase 
his batting average! 


ee 





MILES ON A GALLON OF GASOLINE 


TWENTY 











TRAV, GODWIN 

HE DAYS seem dark to Mr. Chubb. His wife has joined the 
Uplift Club 

Before that happened, life seemed fair; she had a minimum of 

care. She cooked the meals and mended clothes and took in mov 

ing-picture shows, and when the daylight hours were tlown, the 

evenings always were her own. 

But since she joined the Uplift Club, she hasn't time to cook or 
scrub; she has to write a mile of dope about the works of Aleck 
Pope, or put together reams of rot about the tales of Walter Scott. 

Her husband comes home from the store and finds her sitting 
on the floor, a fountain pen behind her ear, and books and pam 
phlets lying near. 

**Is supper ready?’’ asks the hub. 
Mrs. Chubb. ‘‘How can I cook the blooming eats, when I must 
search the works of Keats, to find quotations that will suit to an- 
swer roll-call, you galoot? Don’t bother me, that’s all I ask; I 
have a most important task, and if you talk to me of grub, you'll 
drive me bughouse, Jonas Chubb. It’s most discouraging, by 
when one’s immersed in noble things, to have a man of 


**Of course it’s not!’’ says 


jings! 
sordid mind come up and talk a lady blind—to have him talk of 
things to chew, when she has lofty things in view.’’ 

The husband eats a can of beans and murmurs, ‘‘This is what 





it means ave a woman who aspires to train with poets andctheir 


lyres! Ia, have to fill myself with hay, while she gets wise to 
Thomas Gray! For lack of fodder I'll grow poor, while she’s dis. 
secting Thomas Moore! I starve, but it’s no use to squeal—she 
fools with Addison and Steele! 


turns, to find the hausfrau reading Burns; 


Sad is the man who homeward 
no poctry on earth en. 

The noblest lay that 
Shakespeare croons won't take the place of bread and prunes; the 


thralls, when one is keen for codfish balls. 
highest flight of Dryden’s pen seems stale beside a roasted hen.”’ 
The children, tired of skate and sled, announce they'd like to 
go to bed. 
**Don't 
Quincey’s tales! 


‘‘I’m busy with De 
alack! 


bother me!’’ the mother wails. 
So hard 
peace around this shack! 
I try to read, I try to think, I get myself all 


I’ve labored, but, there is no 
A woman simply cannot dig in art or 
letters worth a fig! 
green with ink, and not an inch can | advance—you will not give 
me half a chance!”’ 

kids, don’t bother mother now—great 


“Come. thoughts are 


surging in her brow,’’ says dad; ‘‘her spirit roams afar—just go 
to bed the way you are. 


There's nothing matters here but Keats. 


What if your boots should spoil the sheets? 
You don’t like sleeping 
in your clothes? Forget it—think of Pater’s prose !’’ 
Stranger than Fiction 

‘**From my own personal observations, so to speak, or, more cor- 
rectly speaking, in the last analysis, as it were,’’ remarked Jasper 
Knox, the sage of Piketown-on-the-Blink, ‘‘] have always observed 
that a man never begins to want to get married until the woman 


in the case begins to want him to want to. 


A Dilemma 


I stood on the bridge at midnight, and my mind was a total loss, 

For I really couldn't determine whether to go across 

Or returra the way I'd come from, over the sobbing tide. 

You see, what I actually wanted was to gain the opposite side; 

But every time I tried to, the opposite side, I declare, 

Was here, and when I came back, the opposite side was there! 
Tom IP. Morgan, 


Not So Immaculate 
Mrs. Wicks—The new curate, I fear, has Buddhistic tendencies. 
Mrs. Hicks—Good heavens! 
Mrs. Wicks—He patronizes a Chinese laundry. 


How so? 
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News tlem : 





Six million troops are at the front 


























667 SAY, Margery! 
this evening?”’ 

Harold Clarence Bilberry was at with Mrs. Bilberry. 
They had passed the first anniversary of married life. Mrs. Bil- 
berry was formerly Margery Golightly, comedienne. Nobody had 
ever charged her with committing matrimony with any other aim 
than elegant leisure—at least nobody who had ever seen Harold 
Clarence. This evening she had noted with apprehension that her 
husband had not dressed for dinner. This surprise had kept her, 
throughout the function, from indulging her accustomed and acute 
desire to yawn in his company. Apparently he embodied the in- 
tellectual dernier resort. 

“‘Why, no, dear. Of course I don’t. 
club, as usual, and enjoy yourself.”’ 

“‘Haw-haw! I thought I should puzzle you! 
a mind to spend the evening with you!’’ 

“Ger 

This exclamation has more than one possibility. It may ex- 
press surprise, pain, sorrow, anxiety or a wish. It all depends 
upon the tone and manner. A thoughtful third person, had one 
been present, might have drawn an interesting conclusion from 


Do you know what I’ve hawf a mind to do 


table 


I suppose you'll go toa 


Really, I've hawf 




















Mrs. Bilberry’s interjection. As it was, there were but two or 
three servants about. They were busy clearing away. 

‘*Yaas. You see, it’s—really, how long is it? I mean, you 
know, since I’ve spent an evening with you—in the bosom of my 
family! Haw-haw! That’s clevah, isn’t it? I mean the bosom 
of my family.”’ 

Mrs. Bilberry looked at Harold Clarence uneasily and censored 
another yawn. ‘‘Why, I don’t remember. How long is it?’’ 

‘‘That’s just what I was awsking James before dinner. I told 
him he needn’t wait about to dress me to-night. And I fawncy he 
has taken an evening out. Haw-haw! When the rat’s away, the 
cats’ll play—isn’t that it? I mean when the master’s in, the man 
may go out. Haw-haw!”’ 

‘*But what did James say?’’ 

“Oh! Aw! Yaas. James said I hadn’t spent an evening at 
home—in the bosom of my family—since he didn’t remembah 
when! And that’s surely a long time, eh, Margery?’’ 

Mrs. Bilberry rose and walked slowly to the elevator, Harold 
Clarence following. On the first landing, in a hall snuggery, she 
settled on a couch and looked longingly at an open book and a soli- 
taire deck, while Harold Clarence lighted a cigarette and stood 




















joyously regarding her. 


uneventful career he had but once before 


felt more self-satisfied. That was the day 


he married Margery Golightly. 


**Don't you enjoy yourself at one of your 


clubs—at all of your clubs?’’ 

‘*I should say I did! Only lawst evening, 
at the Trailers’, I heard a conundrum that 
‘What is the differ- 


‘between the 


amused me fiercely. 


ence,” it went, wah’—you 


know they're having a devil of a time 


abroad— what is the difference between the 
wah and the flood?’ ’’ 

**And what is the difference?’’ 

The difference? 
was something, you know, 
And it 


Devilishly so, I assure you, my 


‘*Why—aw—let me see. 
Aw—yes. It 
about the Kaiser and Noah. was 
amusing. 
deah.’”’ 

‘It must Mrs. Bilberry 


have been.’’ 


In all his quite 





this time. But 
The bell 
with a 


could not censor a yawn 
she lost her languor in a moment. 
rang. A servant appeared card. 
Harold Clarence took it. 

*** Junius Brutus Bunk.’ Who'she? That 
sounds like a—aw—aw—a theater person.’’ 
Harold Clarence turned to the servant. ‘‘ Aw 
—what does he want?”’ 

The servant seemed embarrassed. 
with him,”’ 
**He isa theater manager.’”’ 
What 


‘‘I’'ve an appointment said 
Mrs. Bilberry. 

‘“*‘Aw — aw —an appointment? 
about, my deah?"’ 


‘*I’m going back on the stage.’’ 


A Habitation and a Name 
Jigg—My landlady is a regular old hen! 
Jagg—A what? 
Jigg—Just that! 

little money, she is always laying for me! 


Jecause I owe her a 
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Fair Weather Verses 
LORINDA smiles—and darkened skies 
Take on a golden, gleaming guise; 
Clorinda frowns—and e’en the sun 
Its gay, resplendent course has run. 


Clorinda, dear, the present weather 

Is sickly, nasty altogether; 

Forego, then, every other wile, 

But, please, don’t doff your 
smile! i. 


please, oh, 


Burstein 


Yearning for Utterance 

Small Frances, aged three, was told that 
she must not talk at the table—that children 
must be seen and not heard. One day ata 
dinner her mother noticed the 
child apparently gasping for breath. 

‘*What is the matter, darling?’’ 

‘*Mudder, my mouf is so full of talk, I 
can’t swallow!”’ 


company 
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Mrs. Neurich (who wants a garden)—I would like a bed of salivas in the center, John. 
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Cardener—Yes, mum, if you have a border of spittoonias, 


The Luncheon 
IRST let the napery be fine, 
The glasses gleam, the silver shine! 
No flowers; your eyes and cheeks will be 
Blossoms enough to pleasure me! 
Bring, then, without a hint of haste, 
Amontillado to our taste! 
And next a soup, white as a dream; 
Asparagus, we'll say, and cream! 
Then (as the menu card displays) 
A filet mignon, bordelaise! 
(Somehow this dropping into French 
Gives my orthoepy a wrench!) 
A salad following, crisp and cool, 
With cress from out a woodland pool! 
Coffee, of course, and last a cruse 
Of sunny amber called Chartreuse! 
And hovering about, above, 
The imminence of the wings of Love! 
—Clinton Scollard. 


Always the Same 


**She was all the rage when he married 
her.’”’ 
**And she has lost no chance to storm at 


him ever since.’’ 


His Question 

se SEvEN men out of every ten are con- 

founded bores!’’ emphatically de- 

clared Alexander Akinside, the dyspeptic 

dissertationist. 

**Why except the other three?’’ snarled 

J. Fuiler Gloom, the widely known and 
cordially detested misanthrope. 


Proof 


Little Robert—Ma, was Robinson Crusoe 
an acrobat? 

Mother—I don’t know. Why? 

Little Robert—Well, here it reads that 
after he had finished his day’s work, he sat 
down on his chest. 


His Action 
‘Ah, squire!’’ saluted the village bore. 
‘*What are you doing for your rheumatism 
these days?’’ 
‘‘Examining the doctors one after an 
other,’’ snarled the old codger, ‘‘to see how 
much they don’t know!’’ 








Wouldn't that be nice? 


Winter Sports 
USED to go sliding with Mazie, 
Adown the steep hill long ago; 
I also went gliding with Daisy, 
Upon the old millpond below. 


On snowshoes I tottered with Cindy— 
*Twas then that she gave me the mitt, 
Because I had pottered with Lindy 
At skiing; it tingled a bit. 


I drove to the dances with Dora— 
She snubbed me upon the way back; 
Because of the glances of Cora, 
Refused me the usual smack. 


But now I am sitting with Hannah, 
Here in the warm firelight glow. 
She’s knitting—I’m thinking of Anna, 
Whose yarn [ held long, long ago. 
—Horuace Seymour Keller. 


Tool or Talisman? 
Mary Pert—Thank goodness, I have a 
perfect complexion! 
Kitty Katt—But you carry a_ haresfoot 
just for luck ? 
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AM A BEGGAR. I have always been a 

beggar. It suits me perfectly to remain 
what I am and what I have always been. If 
I have seemed ever to be anything but a 
beggar—say, long ago when I was well 
dressed—it was not my fault, but probably 
a mistake on the part of stupid observers of 
humankind. 

Let me sit down on this stone doorstep a 
minute. I don’t want to walk any more 
just now. I am tired and hungry. Perhaps 
somebody will come along from whom I can 
get afew cents. If I sit here and look at 
the passers-by, I shall be able to tell who 
will give me what I ask for. I can always 
tell. 

Of course I often ask of the wrong ones, 
but that is necessary. Who am [ that I 
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THE BEGGAR 


By JUDSON M. HINCHTHONE 





should discriminate in favor of any chosen 
few? It is my place to honor every one as 
benevolent, kind, generous. I may not be 
worthy of alms, but the Good Book says 
nothing about feeding the worthy. It calls 
attention to the hungry. 

I am hungry. I have always been hun- 
gry. Not for food alone have I hungered, 
but for—well, never mind—everything! I 
ask myself why I have been so hungry. 
For you must know that I have never had 
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the energy nor the wit to do anything worth 
while for myself. My real name is Indo- 
lence, and I am unashamed. Not for the 
sake of saving my own life would I do an 
hour’s work. 

Therefore neither do I eat—regularly. I 
have heard of noblesse oblige, but I know 
nothing further. From the world all I 
really need is toleration. 

There have been times when quite natu- 
rally I would have fallen into the river, but 
at those times the water was always very 
cold. Its chill repelled me, and so there 
was only to beg a little harder for the price 
of a warming dram. 

Life is a bit easier now. While society 
loathes me and avoids me—very properly, I 
am sure—yet I do not mind. Iam old and 

dull and hardened—sense- 
less, insensitive. Nothing 
matters. Why, it is more 
than possible that I shall 
stop begging without know- 
ing at all about having 
come to the end of my 
career. 


A Question 
I’m seeking a spade. 
Will I spy it at last? 
Was ever one made 
That would bury a past? 


The Difference 

Mrs. Bilton—That Mrs. 
Jinks is always very well 
dressed, while her husband 
always looks shabby. 

Bilton—Well, she dresses 
according to fashion, and 
he according to his means, 


Her Scope 
Clara—I hear that Grace 
has gone in for charity. 
Agnes—Yes; but she re- 
stricts it to the obviously 
needy. 


Curt 
Skinum—lI want to inter- 
est you in a mining propo- 
sition. It’s a good thing. 
Flubdub—Perhaps it is; 
but I’m not. 








67T.HE DRAMATIC WORKS OF GER- 

HART HAUPTMANN.”’ To many 
Americans Gerhart Hauptmann, as Ger- 
many’s foremost dramatist, has stood for 
both the concrete and the idealistic in Ger- 
man life and thought. It is especially 
fortunate that the publication of the fifth 
volume of Huebsch’s edition should call at- 
tention at this time to the twenty plays 
which are now available in translation for 
the American public. The plays are of 
such a variety that they almost use up Polo- 
nius’s classification — ‘‘tragedy, comedy, 
history, pastoral, pastoral-comical, histor- 
ical-pastoral, tragical-historical, tragical- 
comical-historical-pastoral, scene  indivi- 
dable or poem unlimited.’’ 


é6éTQ.ROS: THE DEVELOPMENT OF THE 

SEX RELATION THROUGH THE 
AGES,’’ by Emil Lucka. For men only— 
because the Herr Doktor author puts the 
love affairs of history under ether and dis- 
sects them, in an attempt to prove that the 
evolution and aberrations of love have af- 
fected and still affect man alone, whereas 
‘*woman, the unchangeable,’’ was in the 
beginning endowed with that blending of 
loves which ‘‘man desires to-day as his 
highest erotic ideal.’’ 


s/7T’HE DEATH OF A NOBODY,’’ by 

Jules Romains. Jacques Godard, 
living in lodgings in Paris, was a nonen- 
tity. With his death his life was absorbed 
into the life of neighbors and of those who 
had never known him. And the late Jacques 
Godard, due to the skillful manipulation of 
thoughts in words by the present Jules Ro- 
mains, is still affecting the lives of hun- 
dreds—the readers of this book. 


6s6Q@’ECRETS OF PERSONAL CULTURE 

AND BUSINESS POWER,”’’ by 
Meador. This volume de leather contains 
the secrets of personal culture and business 
power, according to its author, and who 
should know what they are, if not he? Be 
on the lookout for a bumper crop of book- 
made business men! 


é6IDELLE THE CONQUEROR: APPREN- 
TICESHIP,’’ by Martin Andersen 


Nexé. It’s good to have little Pelle back 






> —— Pi 


in g¢ 
again, even though he is in the midst of the 
poverty and filth of a Danish fishing town. 
At the end of this volume he is longing— 
longing, and so is the reader—for the third 
of the four novels that are to make a great 
labor leader of Pelle, who thinks even more 
than he works. 


be \\\\\\ 


GERHART HAUPTMANN 


6/T.HE AWAKENING,’’ by Henry Bor- 

deaux. How those French husbands 
and women do live sections of life—in their 
thoughts! Here Bordeaux crowds more into 
400 pages than most Americans get into a 
lifetime. In passing it may be surmised 
that the translator had M. Bordeaux’s per- 
mission to dedicate the novel to her ‘‘dear 
Aunt Virginia.’”’ 


6/T’HE GUNS OF EUROPE,’’ by Joseph 

A. Altsheler. Here it is—the first 
novel of the World War! It has an up-to- 
date equipment of Zeppelins, 42-centimeter 
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By ROBERT MOUNTSIER 
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guns, armored motor cars and aeroplanes, 
all of which are used to furnish the hero, 
an unneutral American, with adventures 
more flowery than those we read of in the 
newspapers. 


6¢7PSREITSCHKE AND THE GREAT 

WAR,”’ by Joseph McCabe, and 
‘*Treitschke: Selections from Lectures on 
Politics’’ should be read together. All 
of us have some idea of Treitschke from 
newspaper references, but here in these two 
books is Germany’s politician - historian 
preaching the gospel of might plus Kultur 
makes right and singing ‘‘ Deutschland iiber 
Alles.’’ 


a. ony AND THE WORLD WAR,” 
by Theodore Roosevelt. Here we 
have an ex-President of the United States, 
instead of its President, representing the 
mind of the American people of 1914-15, 
fortunately for them when the judgment of 
history is rendered. We are also forewarned 
by Roosevelt. Will we be forearmed? 
oO 

66] ETTERS OF FYODOR DOSTOEVSKY 

TO HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS.” 
In this, the most remarkable collection of 
letters that has appeared in recent years, 
are laid bare the mind and heart of the 
Russian genius, whose capacity for suffer- 
ing is shown both in his own life and in 
the lives of his characters. 


LJ 

6é7T’HREE GENTLEMEN FROM NEW 

CALEDONIA,’’ by R. D. Heming- 
way and Henry de Halsalle. An English 
prize story that is a surprise package stuffed 
with the crimes of three escaped convicts. 
They spill enough blood to satisfy any ex- 
devotee of the Jesse James type of dime 
novel. 


és] OUISE DE LA VALLIERE, A MAR- 
TYR OF LOVE,’’ by Claude Ferval. 
Reading this book is equivalent to holding 
an ear at one moment to Mlle. de la Val- 
liere’s heart and at the next to the keyhole 
of her chamber, which was Louis Quatorze 
from the furniture to the other occupant. 


‘‘Well,’’ yawned the moth, as it slid off 
the overcoat, ‘‘I enjoyed that nap.’’ 
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Two Viewpoints 
The Optimist 

T MATTERS not how bad has 
been 

The business we are doing; 

It could have been much worse, 

I’m sure, 

So what’s the use of stewing? 


The Pessimist 
It matters not how good has been 
Our business from beginning; 
It could have been much better, 
sir, 
So what’s the use of grinning? 
—Higby Dodd, 


Identified 


“Did you meet that fellow I 
mentioned to you while you were 
in North Dakota?’’ 

‘‘What kind of looking fellow 
was he?’’ 

“‘He was a Swedish-looking 
chap and had light hair.’’ 


The Reward of Virtue 

Hokus—What’s the matter 
with Flubdub? He looks as 
though he didn’t have a friend 
in the world. 

Pokus—Oh, he’s still keeping 
his New Year resolutions. 























Gorgeous one—Hello, old top! 


MISINTERPRETED 
* What have you been going around in 


Neophyte (humbly)—Oh, just a sweater an old pair of pants. 





As it is popularly supposed to be 
THE HOME 


| 7 Yt eat 


—and— 
LIFE OF A PROFESSIONAL HUMORIST 





Egg View Notes 
OW LUDLUM turned upmiss- 
ing about seven o’clock last 
night, only to be found asleep in 
the station early this morning by 
the agent, who asked him if he 
thought it was show day. 

Ambrose Crosslots says: ‘‘The 
female-vote hater is a feller who 
favors leavin’ ev’rything to a 
woman when he dies—nuthin’ 
before.’’ 

Sherm Spoor drove back from 
Spring Ledge through the chilly, 
raw wind Tuesday night. He 
says his feet got cold at first, 
but went to sleep after a while 
and dreamed that they were warm 
the rest of the way home. 

Ratio Roundtree and Morg 
Quidd entered a Pollywog pool- 
room Friday afternoon, for the 
first time in their life, and were 
quite awkward with their shots, 
until Ratio found out that they 
were paying by the hour. From 
that minute on they played a 
very fast game. 

—Leslie Van Every. 

Cutting out the middle man— 
Exercising toreduce the abdomen. 





as it generally is. 
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Curbside Comments 


By OREOLA W. HASKELL 
Betsey Burrows—Suffragist 
Wimmen’s Needs 
ISTERDAY Sairy Gore run in fur the 
loan of a dress pattern. 

‘*Betsey,’’ says she, ‘‘ef you kin trust a 
man fur food 'n’ 
me why you can't trust him to vote fur you.’’ 

‘*Well,’’ says I, ‘‘the way I figger it out 
cloes ’n’ a roof is what 
’n’ it don’t over- 


shelter ’n’ cloes, it beats 


is this: Food 'n’ 
all humans has to have, 
strain the male intellect none to git a good 
clutch on that ideer. Yep, ’n’ the same 
brain cells kin go further ’n’ realize a fe- 
male’s got to have some fun occasional— 
like a sociable or a sewing bee ora 
talk on picters—something pale ’n’ 
water-to-winey compared to male go- 
ings-on. But wimmen has got other 
needs, 'n’ when it comes to them, men 
is perfect numskulls. Oh, I ain’t 
running the men down none. I’m 
simply saying they don’t unnerstand 
wimmen’s natures, ’n’ so they can’t 
unnerstand their 
wimmen don’t really unnerstand men. 
Fur fur every man as throws his 
hands up in disgust ’n’ yells, ‘Jest like 
a woman!’ there’s three or four fe- 
males in the world crying, ‘Ain't it 
like a man—ain’t it?’ Nope; men 
’n’ wimmen ain't got strong "nough 
mental searchlights to turn on each 
other yit. But you needn’t take my 
word fur saying men finds wimmen’s 
natures ‘n’ needs worse’n 
Here’s a piece by a German perfesser 

—Hans Gross—’n’ he gives the hull 

thing dead away. He’s one of them 

fellars allus studying the souls ’n’ minds of 
the wicked, ‘n’ he says, ‘One of the most 
difficult tasks of the criminalist engaged in 
psychological investigation is the judgment 
of woman.’ Why? ’Cause ‘no man can 
put himself in her place. The greatest mis- 
takes in criminal law were made where the 
conclusions would have been all correct if 
the woman had been a man.’ ’N’ now I 
ask you, Sairy Gore, if smart fellars like 
him are stumped by wimmen, do you think 
the averidge voter or the averidge polertician 
Land sakes, 


needs, jest as us 


: Y~ woman 
Greek. i 


ra Oo 


is a-going to do any better? 
We gotter hand the job over to wim- 
*n’ let 'em vote, so’s we'll 


no! 
men theirselves 
know what they’ve found they is ’n’ what 
they’ve found they want.’’ 


Makes It Even 

HE MEN in New York 

very angry because they cannot enter 

the tea-rooms of the big hdtels unless ac- 

companied by a lady, but they should re- 

member that not long ago women could not 

get into the hotels themselves unless accom 
panied by a man. —Ida Husted Harper. 


Man in the Making 


**Your daughter is so amiable that she 


” 


are said to be 


will surely make a good wife. 
**Yes, and a bad husband.’’ 


All Arranged 
**T never see you pay the slightest atten- 
tion to your children, 


” 


declared grandma, 






WONEST 
CONVIC Tian 
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anuoranne Lou Roceas 


THE OSTRICH-MINDED VOTER 
who had come on a visit. ‘‘Don’t you leve 
your children?’’ 

**Now, old-fashioned, ma,’ 
urged the fashionable wife. ‘‘Their gov- 
erness is employed to do that.”’ 


Too Much 
**Why did Wombat leave home?’’ 
**His wife wanted her poodle to have a 
house party for its canine friends.’’ 


don’t be 


Getting in Line 
At the next general election to be held in 
the States of West Virginia and New Jersey 
a constitutional amendment providing for 
woman suffrage will be submitted to the 
voters. 









A Spade’s a Spade 
By ETHEL kh. PEYSER 
The Plumber Son 
66 )-DAY, my son, you’ve come of age, 
The vote is in your hand, 


And voting is the hardest thing 
To do in this great land. 


“*Of all the burdens in the world, 
This is by far the worst; 

And if you think you have to vote, 
Give up your plumbing first. 


**One cannot plumb and vote, my son; 
It is too much to ask. 

So ponder very carefully 
And choose your proper task.”’ 


**Oh, father, Iam young and strong; 
I choose to vote and work! 

I’ll show you that it can be done, 
And nothing will I shirk.’’ 


“*Ah, well,’’ his sire made reply, 
**Your youth will help you—rather; 
Though you may plumb and vote, my 
son, 
You'll never be a father!’’ 
Losses and Losses 
She (emerging from a cafe)—Oh, 
dear, I’ve lost my muff and bag and 
handkerchief ! 
He—Where do you think you could 
have lost them? 
She—In the cafe, of course! 
He—Well, dear, think how much 
better than losing your reputation 
there! 
Here and There 
There is more kicking done with 
the tongue than with the foot. 


Swimming, like marriage, is hard to 
take up after you are twenty-one. 
perilous 


A lonesome woman makes a 


friend. 


He that gets is another way of saying he 
that gives. 


Seeing the doctor is often a method for 
getting a vacation. 


Inconsistencies of Character 
‘They say Primme turned out to be ter- 
ribly untrue to his wife.’’ 
‘*And he such a see-America-first advo- 


cate!”’ 









































Copyright, Fliegende Binetter 


Delay is Dangerous 


Eine Hochzeitsgesellschaft muss auf dem Weg 
zum Standesamt einen Kahn zum Ubersetzen itiber 
einen Fluss beniitzen, wobei das Malheur passiert, 
dass der Briiutigam in’s Wasser fallt. 

Hianderingend schreit die Brant nach Rettung 
ihres Teuren. 

“Wozu das,” fagte einer der Mitfahrenden, “der 
Briutigam kann ja doch schwimmen."’ 

“Das ist’s ja eben,” schreit die Braut noch heftiger, 
“sehen Sie denn nicht, er schwimmt an’s andere 
Ufer!” 

A wedding company on their way to the 
magistrate’s office cross a river in a skiff, 
when, as luck would have it, the bridegroom 
falls into the water. 

Wringing her hands, the bride cries out 
that somebody should save her beloved. 

“‘What for?’’ asks one of the company. 
**He is a good swimmer.’’ 

**That’s just it!’’ cries the bride. ‘‘ Don’t 
you see that he is swimming toward the 
other bank?’’—-Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 





Great Expectations 
Millionaire—A fit husband for my daugh- 


ter? Why, in the first place, she is half a 
head taller than you! 

Suitor—Well, sir, I don’t expect to be so 
4 after I am married.—Bulletin (Syd- 
ney). 





Coster—Carrots, lidy, tuppence a bundle? 


(No answer. ) 


Ditto (more in sorrow than in anger)— 
Don’t yer ever treat yerself to no luxuries 


durin’ the war, lidy?—London Opinion. 





Copyright, Meggendorfer Blaetter. 


“Herr Baron, der Bankier Veitelesberger ist im 
Vorzimmer mit einem Wechsel iiber zwanzigtausend 
Mark.” 

“Ach was, ich habe doch kein Geld!” 

‘Ja, er sagt, dann miissten sich der Herr Baren 
heute noch mit seiner dltesten Tochter verloben. 
Er hat sie gleich mitgebracht!"’ 

‘Baron, the banker Veitelsberger is in 
the parlor with a note for five thousand 
dollars.”’ 

‘But I haven’t any money!”’ 

“Yes sir, he says that then you must pro- 
pose to his eldest daughter to-day. He’s 
brought her, too.’’—Meggendorfer Blaetter 
(Munich). 








“* Carried Unanimously ’’ 

Motor cyclist 
Lady first aiders 
piece of luck !—Bystander (London). 


(ensemble)— What a 









But Soon 


“Mary, tady mate klicky od tresoru. skocte honem 
do banky a prineste odtamtud jeste pul libry mouky 
a jedno vajicko, budeme delat knedliky.”’ 


‘*Mary, here are the keys for the safe de- 
posit vaults. Go down to the bank and 
fetch from there a half a pound of flour and 
one egg, and we shall make some dump- 
lings.’’—Humoristicke Listy (Prague). 
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“Ernestine, vous n’avez pas nettoyé mes bijoux, 
hier? Je vous l'avais pourtant dit.” 

“Madame la contesse sait bien que ce n'est 
qu'aujourd’hui que je fais le cuivres.” 

ee 4 e , 4 

Ernestine, you didn’t clean my jewelry 

yesterday, though I told you to.’’ 

‘*Madame la comtesse, you know that I 
don’t do any of the brasses till to-day.’’— 
Le Rire (Paris). 








‘“‘Oh, mummy! What a lot of pennies it 
will take to fill that dog !’’—Punch (London). 


















Cocktails 


A BOTTLED 
DELIGHT 





} gt sa mixing—in exact proportions—gives the 
uniformly distinctive flavor that has made Club 
Cocktails famous. And the soft, mellow smoothness 

that's the result of aging in the wood. As for materials, 
Club Cocktails are made of the finest money can buy. 


G’ F. HUEBLEIN & BRO. 
Hartford New York London 
Importers of the Famous Brand’s A-1 Sauce 








“BATH HOUSE 23” “KEEP OUT” 


OUR LATEST NOVELTY. 


Bath house in wood veneer with 
swinging door and brass fastener: 
size 5 x 8 inches; with the door open 
you see a beautiful, hand colored 
picture of an Ostend bathing girl. 
for 25c 
catalog of 
“all wine 
Stamps 






Comes boxed, prepaid, 
to introduce our new 
pictures for The Den, 
ners!"" Catalog alone 1l0c. 
accepted. 


CELEBRITY ART CO., 


37 Columbus Ave., Boston, Mass. 


Offers you Success 


lagen: § earn $5,000 to $10,000 year! 


pasibilities of all. 
Opportunitie 


Big firms now need Lawyers for their 

by staff at large salaries. You can 

arn at home by mailin spare time by 

our or simplified potpee Course written 
BECOME AN L 7 B. 


si i wd ff it now, 

she you enroll now 

Weipee Ad Dr. Fred- 

Robinson, 

rately -know , lec- 
Et sen 


Dept. F- 472. Chicago Chicago, IL 


So WRITE LOOK LIKE 
VAWLE ’ DIAMONDS 
Stand acid and fire diamond test. 
So hard they easily scratch a file and 
will cut glass. Brilliancy guaran- 
teed 25years. Moumred in 4k solid gold 
diamond mountings. See them before pay- 
ing. Will send you any style ring. pin or stud for 
examination — all charges prepaid. No money‘in advance, 
oney refunded If not satisfactory. W rite today for free catalog. 


Book S—new fourth “edition—"The Hair ar 


physiology, anatomy, diseases and treatment—a scien 
tific treatise published by H. Achershaug, M.M.D. (Norway). 
has made o Bret at se mentien. ‘Its wonderful results have 











— professors. 


lain languas } 
to ul red 
See Ec i te 
REE GMnit Sok 
. Remarkab 





eet for 
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astonished medical fersion.’— News The Book, WITH 
SWORN tT ‘ATE - bay TS and doctors’ endorsements. is sent 
FREE on receipt of for postage, ete Address the author 
H J. Ache rshaug M " D.. 300--S5th Ave... New York. 


WRITE MOVING PICTURE PLAYS 


Constant demand. Devote 2 Not Req epare i 


WE Atias Pusuismma Co. = 440 


WANTED—AN IDEA WHO GAN THINK OF SOME 
Protect vour ideas, they mav bring 


simple thing to patent ? 

you wealth. Write for “ Needed Inventions” and “ How to 
Your Money.” Randoiph & Co., 

129, Washineton, D. C. 


Cincinnati, On10 








Get Your Patent and 
Patent Attorneys 


Dept. 


With The College Wits 


The Flowers That Bloom in Your Furs 
Even when you wore a hat of shape insane 
And shoes with colored tops, 
Though I was mad as hops, 

Did I complain? 





Those were whims of fashion that I bravely 
bore, 
Along with skirts of plaid— 
Another foolish fad— 
Did I get sore? 


But, my dear, there’s one thing all my 
wrath incurs: 
It simply makes me glower 
To see a linen flower 
Tacked on your furs. 


— Yale Record. 





Pleasant Conversaticn 
She—Are you fond of Strindberg? 


He—Yes; but I prefer Roquefort !—Stan- 
ford Chaparral. 


Cruel Test—rv—I see they are raising 
vegetables on the English golf courses. 

Sic—Well, they ought to have some fair 
greens. 


(And far off the sentry answered the 
challenge, “‘Niemand zu Hause.’’)— Yale 
Record. 


Ow! — Mildred—I think I'll 
beauty nap now. 
Mehetabei—Well, take a long, long sleep. 


—Stanford Chaparral. 


have my 


A Hold-up—Duil young man—I want some- 
thing to hang my clothes on. 

Bright young clerk—Yes, sir; 
| sir?—Cornell Widow. 











suspenders, 


| A Reel Sport—Hay—What kind of a fel- 
low is Jones? 

| Bill—Well, he claps at the motion pic- 

| tures. —California Pelican. 


Relieved—Cud—lI paid all my bills to-day. 
Bud—A well-spent day, eh?—Dartmouth 
Jack o’ Lantern. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its purity has made it famous.” 
| 50c the case of six glass stoppered bottles. [apvrT.) 
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Decorate You; 
Walls With 
Cheerful Pictures 


YY UDGE 
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; Tee FIRST, HATIONAL BANK 
“& 4g — rw Ree ae 
A miniature of this picture— twice 
this size—or any one of the follow- 


ing in full color, together with the 


Judge Art Print Catalog 


containing 62 reproductions in minia- 


ture, beautifully printed on India 
tint paper, will be sent for 14 cents. 
This catalog shows many pictures 
which will appeal to you. 

The pictures of the set follow: 
i—The Family Jewel. —"Gimme a Nickel 


for the Movies.” 


2—Dry Goods. : : 
7—Her Favorite Him. 


3—Room for You. 


i—Three Speeds For o~ rhe First National 
ward and One Re Bank. 
verse, %—A Spring Chicken. 

5—Blonde and Bru 10—A Chicken Sand 
nette. Witch, 


As the supply is very limited please mark 
a first and second choice. If you send 
your order early it will enable us to give 
you the first choice. 


Use the attached coupon. 


Judge 


225 Fifth Avenue New York 


Coupon 





JupGE, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 


Enclosed find lic. Send me the Judge Art Print Cate 


log and picture nilmber........... 


My second choice is picture number 


SRD. cnticens. svdsnuntenteedias bees 


Address 
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Stories ‘With Smiles 


No Mercenary Lover —‘‘Sir,’’ said the 
young man, with much respect, ‘‘I know 
that you are a millionaire, and that I am 

r. It seems presumptuous in me to as- 
pire to the hand of your daughter. But I 
have thought the matter out, and with some 
diffidence I have resolved to make my re- 
quest. Love, sir, is not bound by sordid 
considerations or by mere social conven- 
jence. I have a very real attachment for 
your daughter, and I pray that you will put 
no obstacle in the way of our early mar- 
riage.”” 

The old man seemed interested in the 
young fellow and inclined to listen. 

“Quite so,’’ said he. ‘‘As you know, I 
am not in the habit of sticking at trifles, 
provided the main purpose is straight. But 
which of my girls do you want?’’ 

The young man breathed a sigh of relief 
and courteously replied, ‘‘Oh, I'll leave that 
to you, sir.’’—Pall Mall Gazette. 


Felt Like One of Them-—‘‘ Tuther day,’’ 
related old Dad Bing, the Oklahoma cattle 
baron, who is temporarily in our midst, ‘‘I 
was rumbling along in a street car, when a 
batch of young fellers got aboard. I judged 
they were college students by their funny 
clothes and queer-shaped heads. The car 
was pretty full, and they pushed and snorted 
back and forth in the aisle, tramping on 
people’s feet and committing similar frivol- 
ities that-a-way. Bimeby they all r’ared 
back and fetched loose a long yell. Then 
the neardest one to me took a look, and not 
admiring my face or something, says, 

‘*Well, my rural friend, don’t you like 
it?’ 

“**Shore, I like it!’ says I. ‘I’m half- 
witted myself!’ ’’—Kansas City Star. 


Solving a Problem—The arithmetic lesson 
that day had been hard and trying, and now, 
at the closing hour, Tommy stood before 
the teacher, waiting to hear results. 

“Your last problem was wrong,’’ was the 
verdict. ‘‘You will have to stay after 
school and do it again.’’ 

Tommy looked at the clock. ‘‘Tell me, 
please, how much am I out?”’ he asked. 

“Your answer is two cents short.’’ 

Tommy’s hand dived into the pocket 
where his most treasured possessions were 
stored. Swiftly he separated two pennies 
from a bunch of shoestrings, a penknife and 
some marbles and pieces of chalk. 

“I’m in a hurry, please,’’ he said; ‘‘if 
you don’t mind, I’ll pay the difference.’’— 
Pittsburgh Chronicle- Telegraph. 


Labeled—He—I wonde r what the meaning 
of that picture is? The youth and the 
maiden are in a tender attitude. 

She—Oh, don’t you see? He has just 
asked her to marry him. How sweet! What 
does the artist call the picture? 

He (looking about) —Oh, I see—it’s writ- 
tenon the card at the bottom—‘‘Sold.’’— 
Seattle Star. 





pavers lover of a good cocktail should insist that Abbott’s 
tters be ee in making it insures your getting the very 
best C.. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (Apy) 








CC FOR SALE EVERYWHERE 


=| 














HOTEL CUMBERLAND i ‘‘Home of the Tarpon’? 
— Hotel 


Broadway at 54th Street Punta Gorda 
a Ieee Gon tee Eee PUNTA GORDA, FLORIDA 
One of the Largest Florida Resorts 


Strictly Opens December $1 for the wirter 
First-Class under new management. 

——— Situated at the head of Charlotte Harbor. 

nae Se on the West Gulf Coast, in an ideal park, 


containing tropical trees and plants. 


$2.50 with Bath 
Punta Gorda is 60 miles from Tampa and has an 
and up average temperature of 70 degrees, the most 
agreeable climate in Florida, All kinds of 
amusement, Hunting, Horseback Riding, 





10 Minutes’ Walk Motoring, Fishing. etc. Hunting consists of 
poe Deer, Quail and Wild Turkey; Fishing—Trout, 
to 40 Theaters Spanish Mackerel and Tarpon. ORCHESTRA. 


Modern Dancing (under the direction of Miss 
Marie Callahan, graduate of the Castle School), 


CUISINE OF RARE EXCELLENCE 
a Rates on application 


H. P. STIMSON | W. J. PALMER, Proprietor 


| vay « — ee ee Formerly of the Plant System of Hotels 


Send for Booklet 












































HOTEL MARIE ANTOINETTE 


BROADWAY, 66th and 67th STREETS 3 : .NEW YORK CITY 


ITUATED in the most convenient location in town. Modern in every detail, 

absolutely fireproof, within ten minutes’ of the leading department stores, 
shops and theatres. Convenient to Pennsylvania and Grand Central Depots. 
Rooms with Running Water, $1.50 Per Day Upward. Rooms, with Bath, $2.00 
Per Day Upward. Suites, $4.00 Per Day Upward. 


RESTAURANT OF UNUSUAL EXCELLENCE H. STANLEY GREEN, Manager 

















Vaseline 


Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 


Hair Tonic 


A health-giving dressing 
for the scalp. 
Prevents dandruff and 
falling of the hair. 

Send 10c. for trial size bottle 


For an easy shave, with no after smart, put 
a little pure “Vaseline” on the shaving brush 
and rub in with the lather. 


CHESEBROUGH MFG. COMPANY 
{Consolidated} 



























17% State Street New York 









Bound 


Volumes 





of Judge 
Price $1.50 


Here is a leather binder which will hold any 
number of Judges from one copy to fifty-two. 
Ke~p a record of the wit and satire of the 
times and you will have a volume of delightful 
humor that will afford many hours of enjoy- 
ment to you and your children during the 
long winter evenings. 


Leslie-Judge Co. 











225 Fifth Avenue, New York 
Press Cutting Bureau 
willsend you all newspaper clippings 


ROMETKE? S wiser esos at nowattner ctivoinae 


friends, or any subject on which you may want to be “up 
to date.” Every newspaper and periodical of importance 
in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms. 
$5.00 for 100 notices. Henry Romeike, 106-110 Seventh 
Avenue, New York. 


The Secret 
NSPE of its 
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The PURE FOOD Whiskey | 





For Sale Everywhere 








Passing 


Aiding the Doctor —‘‘It — er—seems,”’ 
said he, regarding the unfortunate with sci- 
entific interest, ‘‘that the attacks of fever 
and chills appear on alternate days. Do you 
think—is it your opinion—that they have, 
so to speak, decreased in violence, if I may 
use that word?’’ 

The patient smiled feebly. 

‘‘Doc,’’ said he, ‘‘on fever days my head’s 
so hot I can’t think, and on ague days I 
shake so I can’t hold an opinion.’’—New 
York Globe. 


The Social Scale—Homan—One of the 
waiters at this place was formerly a duke, 
one of the chefs was a count, and the bell- 
hop was a prince. 

Ryontoo—I suppose the manager was for- 
merly a king or emperor. 

Homan—No; he was a milk- wagon 
driver.—New York Sun. 


A Mystery to Him—Newedd—Did you 
spend as much money as this before I mar- 
ried you? 

Mrs. Newedd—Why, yes! 

Newedd—Then bless me if I can under- 
stand why your father went on so when I 
took you away from him.—Chicago Tribune. 


A Cool Response—‘ Look here!’’ said an 
excited man to a druggist. ‘‘You gave me 
morphine for quinine this morning!’’ 

‘‘Is that so?’’ replied the druggist. ‘‘Then 
you owe me twenty-five cents.’’—Christian 
Re gist T. 

Disgusted— Waiter (to the housemaid )— 
Well, ‘’ere’s me, with two brothers and a 
cousin in Portland Prison and three sisters 
in Paddington Workus, and then the first 
question strangers always asks me is, 
‘Waiter, are you a German?’’—Sketch. 


Couldn’t Get It—‘‘I like this quaint little 
mountain village of yours, waiter. I sup- 
pose I can get plenty of oxygen here?’’ 

‘*No, sir; we've got local option.’’ — 
Sacred Heart Review. 


Sympathy—Mrs. Gray—The window in 
my hall has stained glass in it. 

Mrs. Green—Too bad! Can’t you find 
anything that'll take the stains out?—To- 
peka Journal. 


Repartee—‘All the fools are not dead 
yet,’’ said the sarcastic man. 

‘*What’s the matter with you?’’ asked the 
simple one. ‘‘Aren’t you feeling well?’’— 
Joplin Star. 


Encouraging—Cholly—Before I met you, I 
thought of nothing but making money. 

Ethel—Well, keep right on! Pop ain’t 
so rich as folks think !—Dallas News. 


Wisdom—‘‘ De world owes you a livin’,’’ 
said Uncle Eben, ‘‘ but it’s up to you whether 
you gits it out’n yoh own kitchen or in de 
bread line.’’— Washington Star. 


His Dormitory— orothea Newrox—Where 
is papah? 

Mrs. Newrox—In the library, dearie; but 
don’t wake him up now.—New York Sun. 


Too Late—‘‘Have you ever thought seri- 
ously of marriage, sir?’’ 

‘‘Indeed I have; ever since the cere- 
mony.’’—Boston Transcript. 


the 








Mustard 


His Habit—‘‘You’ll have i 
ing,’’ said the physician. ‘9 quit smok. 
**T don’t smoke.’’ 
-“‘Then you’ll have to quit drinking ” 
**] don’t drink.’’ : 
**Haven’t you any habits?’’ 
**None at all—except taking medicine,” 
— Washington Star. 


The Fool of Fools 


Some persons marry on railroad trains 
And some atop a skyscraping peak: — 

But most foolish and brave are those 
Who marry on seven dollars a week. 
—Philadelphia Ledger, 


His Assets—‘‘I see that Jones has failed 
Has he any assets?’’ , 
‘‘Nothing of any value. The inventory 
which he filed with his petition in bank. 
ruptcy shows that he had two hundred and 
thirty wedding presents.’ ’— Brooklyn Citizen, 


A Feminine Device —‘‘I thought the 
Christmas expense was over, but it isn’t.” 

**How now?’’ 

**My wife has exchanged a lace handker. 
chief and six hundred dollars additional for 
a fur coat.’’—Kansas City Journal. 


The Exception—‘‘ Do you subscribe to the 
old theory that the criminal always returns 
to the scene of the crime?’’ 

**Not always,’’ replied the sure-enough 
detective. ‘‘Sometimes the extradition pa- 
pers won’t hold.’’—Kansas City Journal. 


Not Always—Bacon—lIs your wife contin- 
ually asking ‘‘What’s the trump?’’ when 
playing cards? 

Egbert—No, not continually. Sometimes 
she only looks it.— Yonkers Statesman. 


Flattery—Mother—Why don’t you yawn 
when he stays too long? He’ll take the hint 
and go. 

Daughter—I did, and he told me what 
beautiful teeth I had.—Philadelphia Ledger. 


Gone Up—‘‘I wonder what has become of 
the old-fashioned dime novel?’’ remarked 
the old fogy. 

‘*It has gone up to a dollar and a half,” 
replied the grouch.—Cincinnati Enquirer. 


Clever Swain—S/e—The diamond in this 
engagement ring is awfully small. 

He—I told the jeweler it was for the 
smallest hand in Boston.—Philadelphia Bul- 
letin. 


His Percentage — Cityman— How many 
servants do you keep? 

Suburbanite—About one out of twelve.— 
Buffalo Express. 


Sarcasm—‘‘ Are the Newriches entertain- 
ing this season?’’ 

‘‘Entertaining? Well, I should rather 
call them amusing.’’—Boston Transcript 


Expectancy—‘‘Why, that rich old fool 
doesn’t know he’s living!”’ 

‘‘True; but his relatives feel it keenly.” 
—Philadelphia Ledger. 


Dad Will Get Scolded 


Ill fares that home, to hastening ills a prey, 
Where dust accumulates while ma’s away. 
—Kansas City Journal. 
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Born 1820 











—Still going strong. 
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Mr. Unsophisticated (to waiter) : “ Wiisky, PLEASE.” 
Mr. Wiseman: “ My pear FELLOW, NEVER SAY THAT. ‘THE MAN WHO SIMPLY ORDERS ‘ WHISKY’ 
‘ Ty 
DESERVES WHAT HE GETS—BUT THE MAN WHO ORDERS ‘ JOHNNIE WALKER’ IN 


THE NON-REFILLABLE BOTTLE GETS WHAT HE DESERVES.” 


The knowing ones have learnt to say “Johnnie Walker” instead of whisky—that’s much 
the safest, but when you add “in the tamper-proof bottle, please,” mortal man can 
do no more. Every drop of ‘ Johnnie Walker” Red Label whisky is over 10 years old. 


GUARANTEED SAME QUALITY THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. 


Agents: WILLIAMS & HUMBERT, 1158 Broadway, NEW YORK. 


JOHN WALKER & SONS, LTD., WHISKY DISTILLERS, KILMARNOCK, 


























